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PRINCESS. 


Mapa, 


Ho Grief, like Yours, ſo great on” 
As not to need Addition to Your Tears, 
Which at a Fathers Tomb You juſtly ſhed, 
And havin g Wept him living, Mourn him dead ; 
Jet would 25 pious Muſe the favour crave, 
At leaſt to ſcatter Roſes round his G rave, 
To ſpeak her Sorrows, and reveal her care, 
And pay her Praiſes ſince he's paſt her Prayr. 
Accept this Offring which I humbly make, 
And read the Preſent for the Subjects ſake ; 
Mean is the Verſe, but Noble is the Theme, 
And claims at once Attention and Eſteem, 
While I the Wrongs of Chance and Death review, 
T once a Subject, ſtill a Daughter You. 
Oh ! Grant me leave at leaſt to make this Claim, 
T he Muſe that ſings his Fate, may ſing your Fame; 
And having wept the Father's laſt Decays, 
May one day ſing the living Daughter's Praiſe. 
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The Generous Mu, | 
Funeral POEM, 


IN 


MEMORY 
Of his late Majeſty 


K James the II. 


Hat? Shall the Croud his injur d Nameblaſpheme, 
And make departed Royalty their Theme, 

Yet not a Muſe in his Defence ariſe, 

And not a Tear burſt out from Nobler Eyes? 

Ye Sons of Art, your juſt Reſentments ſhew, 

And pay to Britains Prince What Britain's owe, 

Not fit regardleſs at his ſacred Urn, 

While Majeſty is made the Subjects ſcorn. 


Alive He ſuffer d, and when Dead may crave, 


The Privilege of ey'ry common Grave, 
To fall lamented, and of Life bereft, 
Be Wept by thoſe that are Surviyors left. 
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But Malice {till purſues Him with her Hate, 
Untouchd by pitty, and unmov d by Fate, 
Joyful ſhe ſits, triumphant in her Wrongs, 
And ſtops the skillful Bards from killful Songs. 
Congreve would write, but he Diſpleaſure fears, 
And H x his Smiles prevent his Tears ; 
Nor would Row's Muſe with-hold its mournful Grace, 
Did 7 not beſtow the Laureat's Place, 
Juſt is his Stile, and pompous are his Lays, 
Could but his Patron down with J—es his praiſe, 
And yield to what the Nobleſt Minds would bear, 
His once dread Sovereign's Name to reach his Ear. 
But Courtiers have more gainful Scenes in view, 
And Intreſt is the Game their hearts perſue, 
Elſe Tate had ſlowly touch'd the moving Lyre, 
And raisd his tunefu) Voice amidſt the Choir, 
As he diviner flights of Verſe had reach'd, 
Than Kentiſh Worthies, or the Lords Impeach'd. 


Yet ſhall not eyry Muſe her Tears refrain, 
| Thoſe ne'er were yet forbid in any Reign, 
| Sorrows had vent in ey ry doubtful Time, 
And to bewail the Dead's no Treaſonous Crime, 
Evn VMilliam's great Example gives us leave, 
To mourn an Uncle, and a Father grieve; 
Penſive he ſtands, and awful Silence keeps, | 
And like the Conquering Greek the Perſian weeps, 
All thoughts of War and Empire laid aſide, 
Like Alexander when Darius Dd .. 
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| | Forbid it Albion, that thy Sons ſhould ſhow ) 
| A leſs concern for ſuch a Scene of Woe: 
| Here 


(38 
Here he was born, the Nations once his on, 
Sprung from a Martyr's Loyns, to loſe a Throne, 


And hence derives a Title, and a Claim, 
At leaſt to what we plead, a Natives Name, 


Tho' weeping Frayce his breathleſs Corps contains, 


And Forreign Lands take care of his. Remains, 
Hence ſhou!d our Sighs with theirs diffuſive join, 


And Thames his Tears flow mingled with che Sein. 


Methinks I ſee the Royal Exile lie, 

Peace in his Heart, and Heay'n within his Eye, 
Prepar'd thro' Death for Life's Celeſtial Throne, 
And Grief in ev'ry Breaſt but in his on; 


Cloſe by his ſide his Mournful Conſort ſtands, 


Atul Fate, and wrings her tender Hands, 
As the good King his laſt Advice divides, 
Betwixt his Children's. Sorrows and his Bride's, 
His Children that are tainted in their Blood, 
And whom we mult. ſuppoſe a | IPRS. Brood. 


ri his Generous Eciend fackbalting Shares 


Their common Sorrows, and their mutual Cares. | 


hs 6d. 


And weeps the ſpoils of him that Fate deſtroys, 
While the depar ting Monarch ſilence breaks, 
And thus confus £ broken bes cred 


My Soul defer 1 Bog to the Shs 
And let me thank my Friend before I he; 
Fortune has left my nothing to beſtow, 

But bare Acknowledgments for. what T owe, . 


Blſe 


* 
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| = would I more ſubſtantial” Pledges leave, 


Than what my wretched State now lets me ge: 
But Minde, like yours, ſo prodigaly ind, 
Their juſt Rewards in their own Goodneſs find; 
Al worldly Thoughts, and mean Returns deſpiſe, 
And ac Repayments only from the Skies. 

And may their Blzſſmgs bountiouſly deſcend 

On my Protector, Brother, and my Friend, 
Since 658. n alone can 7m its Stores di vine, 
Return what bar been dont for Me and Mine. 


Tet have I ſtill one Favour to hep, 
Before 1 Yo from hence to Ask no more; 3 
Not that I doubt your tenderneſs of Mind, 
To the dear Pledges * which 1 have behind, 
But in ſome part their Loſſes would repatr, 
And ſhew a Husbands and a Father's Cate. 
Look on the Partners of « a wreiched Life, 
My weeping Children, and my mourning Wife. 
Silent they ſtand, and in a helpleſs State, | 
Expetting from your Mouth the Voice of Fate ; 
Ob! May that Hand that could my wants reheve, | 
And twice an Exal'd Prince a Gueſt receive, | 
Sull pleas d with doing good their Fortunes raiſe, 
And ſtill Command aftomſh' a Europe s Praiſe, 
As to this Widdow'd Queen you give ſupport, 
Aud Educate theſe Infants. in your Court, 
The Son's misfortunes ſure muſt touch jour Heart, 
And make you take a Birth's ſu epetted part. 
Owning his Cauſe you clear the Albers Fame, 
And waſh away Fs Spots would Rain bes Name. 
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The Daughter has a double Regbt to prove, 
Her Title to your Patronage and Love; 
Born in your Realms the vita! Air ſbe drew, 
And is a Native, and an Orphan too, 
Receive her Title, and Accept . ber Plea, 
And make her ſome Amends for being Born of me. 
More 1 would Ask, from ſuch a Gractqus Mind, 
But its within no Boundaries confin d ; 
Great is your Soul, as Ample is your 80 tore, 
And be that does 7 much will needs do more; 
Will of himſelf, in his Protettiam keep 
The Followers of my Fortunes through the Deep, 


As every Refugee your Bounty ſhares, 
Aud ur reminded of my Wironge, in theirs. 


Next, may the Nees; behold my, faulting Breath, 
The Queen. to part with, her is more than Death, 
She that ſo much has ſuffer d for my Reign, 
And in exchange of \ Plęaſures Choſen, Hair, | 
Been rendred  brfamous, and with Content 5 
Has ſiweetned all the;Cares of. Baniſhment ; | 
Forbear to grieve, my Royal Bride, and — 
No Jad Complaints, or meurn for James his ag 
Death in all ſhapes before this time appear 'd, 
And Death is nat an Ul. I ever fear d, 
Witneſs the Conqueſts. I) at Sea, have gain d, 
The Dazgers Lon Land. have oft ſu uſtain 4. 
Tho' envious Foes ( Jaſceali it to. their 1 3 
Deny my. Labour, and. diſtruſt My. F Nine, 
Willing to Jhew their impotence of... Hate, 
And leſs ning Deeds have been accounted Great. 


C Thou 


WP, 
Thou knowſt,, my Dear, the Hazards ] have run, 
With the continued Good I have always done, 
And Thou caſt tell, when ere I ſhall deceaſe, 
That amidſt Imuries I dyd in Peace, 
That I forgave the Cauſe that US dethron d, 
Knowing no Sm like Hatred tho diſown'd. 
And bleſsd am I for Loſſes I have born, 
Since Heav'nly Joys reward all Earthly ſcorn, 
Since loſmg Crowns Eternity J gain, 
And Dye with pleaſure that have Liv'd in pain, 


And thou, my Child, to Royal & ufferings "a 
Look on thy Father from thy Preſence torn, 
No more muſt He his aged Ille begule, 


Lofing the Frowns of Fortune in thy Smile, 


Teach thee uo more to hold the Regal Rems, 
And tell Thee Stewarts Blood dilates thy Veins, 
That bigh Deſcent in thy Eſtcuicheon ſhines, 
And that thou ow'ft thy Birth to Regal Loyns ; 


Tho for thy ſake my Royal Name r prophan d, 
And but for Thee I 46 bad Liv 4 and Reign d. 


Ah ! Learn from Me the Fate of Earthly mags 
The Fortunes that attend unhappy Kings, 
Deſpiſe the Crowns you ſee my Rival wear, 
And wy not ſo great Acceſs of Care, 
Rergn ore thy Paſſuns, and thy Self ſubdue, 
And have Celeſtial Diadems in view. _. 
Thoſe are the Joys that ſhould tranſport thy Soul, 
And all Defares N oe ma | 


E'en 


tag 


Een let the Prince that Rules em ſtill Command; 
A Thankleſs People, and a Faithleſs Land ; 
Moleſt Him not, nor with thy Claim oppoſe, 

He that has Such to Govern needs no Foes, 
His Crown's a Burthen, and his Scepter pain, 


And could 1 hate a Man, I'd wiſh his Rewgn. 


Feign would J beg a moment more to 6% 
Thy Siſter, born an Exile in Diſtreſs, 
Leave her ſome dying Words to Her let know, 
There 1s ſome Happineſs amidſt her Moe, 
That Joys hereafter pay for preſent Wrongs, 
And more than male amends for ſland rous "Tongues: © 
But Death, the C onqueror Death, too faſt prevails, 
And my loſt. Speech at its approaches fails--= * 
Remember, Son, keep Heavn within thy View 
My W: fe my Children— Brother— n Adieu. 


Thus He deceas d, and thus his Soul 6g gn d, 
Sated with Ills belong d to Human Kind ; '- 
| Whilſt the fad Court bewail'd the Royal Spoils, | 
And mournd that Fate which He receiy'd with Smiles. 


And riow the Muſe ſhould her laſt Office pay, 
And waft the Soul to the bright Realm of day, 
Make Angels his Conductors to the Skies, 

And Saints behold their Gueſt with longing Eyes; 
But who can bear ſuch endleſs Streams of Light? 
Ineffables the Viſionary fight! 
Kings, Princes, Patriarchs, Prophers, Prieſts proclaim, 


- The Saint's Applauſe, and dwell upon his Fame, 
. As 
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As "yy becomes his Converſant, and Guide 
To place him near his murder'd Father's ſide. 
His Father All Deſcription loſt and dyes, 

No Tongue muſt dare attempt his Fxtaſies, 
Raptur d, entranc d, and Kneeling at the Throne 
He chanks the God that gaye him ſuch a Son, 
While Heav'ns new Tenant Sings his Maker's Name, 

And bleſſes him from whence his Praiſes came. 


Such are the Joys Immortal Beings ſhow, 
While his fad Family's in Tears below, 
While Berwick's Sorrow each Attendant moves, 
And at one time the Son and Jleroe proves, 
As with his Brother's Manly Grief he joine, 
And ſhews his Birth by no uncommon Signs, 
While Middleton all Comfortleſs appears, 
A Neſtor s Head without a Neftor's Years, 
Thoughtful he itands, his breait reſignd to care, 
And meditates the Loſs he cannot Ucar: 
A Statſeman now Without the leaſt diſguiſe, 
And real Fears within a Courciers Eyes, 
Searching the inmoſt Springs of Senſe to find, 
Eaſe for his Grief, and Quiet for his Mind, 
While ey'ry Servant does his Fate deplore, 
And doubly feel the Pangs their Maſter bore. 


Nor has that Court all Signs of Grief engroſs d, 
Ev'n Albion weeps what Albis Sons have loſt, 
Laments a Stewart, tho ſhe Mourns no King, 
And humbly does a Chriftian Hero Sing. 


Pitty | | 
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Pitty in ſome, in others Loye prevails, 


Tho' the relentleſs Fool ſnarls on and rails, 
And thinks it's Duty to the Prince that Reigns, 


To laugh, while ey Ty. * Soul * 


Amidſt the reſt, and 3 Aberidt che 
4 N NA bedews with Tears her Royal Face, 
And almoſt weeps the Period of her Race. 
Scarce has the Year its Annual Circle run, 
In which the childleſs Parent mourn d her Son, 
But a freſh Cauſe provokes Her dutious Sighs, 
And forces Streams to trickle from her Eyes. 
Oft would She, when alive, lament his Fate, 
And grieve in ſecret for his. falling State, 


Ask Heayn to haye his Suff ri rings in its view, 


Juſt to her Father, and her Country too. 


And now. the Tide of 5 1s ———_ 


And ſhe lamerits him Dead, ſhe Living mourn'd; 


A double-Grief fits. Beauteous on her Brow, 
Childleſs before, without a Father now. 5 
On! Could She but our ſuppliant Tears receive, 
And think how- Albion weeps to ſec her Grieve, 
Vouchſafe ro«be reminded of the Throne, 6 
Senates decree ſhall one day be her own, 
And that our Hopes ire fixd-on her alone. 
How that ſhe owes us yet a glorious Reign, 5 
Young Britiſh Kings to Rule the Brilſß Main: 
Hearing our Pray rs ſhe 'd our loſt Hopes reſtore, 
And ſhew he © DO” leſs, and | Princeſs. more. = | 
— But 
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But Souls like hers, and of ſo tender Frames, 
Cannot refuſe the Debt that Nature claims, 
And ſuch a Father well deſerves to be, 
Lamented by ſuch Filial Piety. 
Great was his Love, and juſt is her Eſteem, 


He mourn'd Her Abſence, and ſhe weeps for him, 
Repays the Tears for her He daily ſhe'd, 


And Conſecrates the Mem'ry of the Dead. 


Lo! where he lies, and what a Tomb contains 
His Earthly Parts, and keeps his laſt Remains! 
No pompous Scene of Woe demands pur ſight, 
No riſing Pillars of aſpiring height, 

No ſoft Inſcription to provoke our ſighs, 

Or draw the Reader's ſorrows from his Eyes. 
In Death he ſhews himſelf deyoutly brave, 
All that he has a Cofhn, and a Grave, 


As he now meaſures out the Place he choſe, 


And takes amidſt the Poor his Jaſt Repoſe. 


One place his Brains, another takes his Heart. 
This has his Entrails, chat ſome other Part, 
While He not half himſelf together ſleeps, 
And Parcelld out Eternal filence keeps. = 
So Pompty ! for he ſhares in Pompeys Fate, 
Both in his Living and his Dying ſtate ) 


Having thro eyry Chance of Fortune run, 


And fled from Empire, and a Conqu ring Son, 
In Egypt loſt, within its Borders kill d. 
The Life he ſav d from the Pharſalian Field, 


And ev'ry Quarter. of the World receiv d, 
A Lunb vf Him for whom each Quarter greiyd. 


wy And 
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And now Farewel, Thou venerable Shade, 
Hapleſs in Life, by Death thrice Happy made, 


Rais'd above mortal Kings, and Earthly Crowns, 
Thou fir'ſt beyond the reach of Fortunes Frowns: 


Look down upon the mourning Muſe, and ſee 
Ev'n yet, that there are ſome who pitty Thee, 
That juſt to Goodneſs, and to Duty true, 

Dare give unhappy Virtue, Virtues due, 
And deviate from the Mercinary Throng, 
T attempt a bold, diſintereſted Song. 


Accept the Tribute of her humbleſt Lays, 
And deign to take what ſhe ſincerely pays. 
If ſhe wants Art her Sorrow to expreſs, 
The more tis real from its careleſs Dreſs, 
And ſpeaks a Truth of Mind, that cannot flow 
From labour'd Grief, and artificial Woe. 


| Hail, ſacred Prince, within thy bright Abode ! 
Bleſs d with a nearer proſpect of thy God! 

Enjoy the Manſions for thy Sou! prepar d, 

And loſe thy Suff rings in their juſt Reward, 
Thoſe have increas d our Praiſes with thy Fame, 
And fix'd thy Soul above from whence They came. 
So great Alcides yielding to his Fate, | 
Conquer'd the growing Wrongs of unos Hate; 

Ills upon Ills the patient Heroe bore, 

And Memory was rack'd to think of more ; 

When at the laſt ro Heavn the Conq'rour roſe, 

And reign'd amongſt the Gods were thought his Foes. 


FINIS. 


